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Toni’s  Tale 


INTRODUCTION 


TONUS  TALE  is  an  autobiography  of  my  dog 
guide,  Toni.  By  telling  her  story  in  the  first  person 
she  brings  to  life  many  of  the  joys  I  have  known  as 
her  mistress. 

This  little  book  was  inspired  by  hundreds  of  boys 
and  girls  in  the  schools  of  Buncombe  County,  North 
Carolina,  to  whom  I  have  talked  from  time  to  time. 
Among  the  children  we  always  find  dog  lovers  and 
Toni  has  never  failed  to  steal  the  show  whenever  we 
make  an  appearance.  The  boys  and  girls  have  shown 
a  real  interest  in  Seeing  Eye  dogs  and  several 
questions  have  been  asked  over  and  over  again, 
such  as: 

Can  Toni  tell  you  when  the  light  turns  red? 

Does  the  Seeing  Eye  train  dogs  other  than  Ger¬ 
man  shepherds? 

How  old  are  the  dogs  when  they  start  training? 

I’ve  attempted  to  answer  these  and  other  questions 
through  Toni’s  story. 

Although  her  tale  is  factually  correct  a  few  of  the 
experiences  related  in  the  section,  “Alert  to  Danger,” 
were  not  Toni’s  but  those  of  her  predecessors,  Lois, 
Chichie  and  Cindy,  who,  like  the  teller  of  the  tale, 
served  me  faithfully  and  well. 

After  the  death  of  each  dog  there  was  an  anxious 
waiting  period  of  from  six  to  eight  weeks.  Then,  when 
the  happy  day  arrived,  I  returned  to  the  Seeing  Eye  to 
meet  a  new  friend  and  train  with  her  for  from  three 
to  four  weeks. 

For  more  than  twenty-five  years  I’ve  trusted  my 
life  to  the  safe  and  sure  guidance  of  a  Seeing  Eye  dog 
and  have  never  experienced  a  casualty.  In  fact,  my 
dogs  have  been  so  much  a  part  of  me  that  during 
those  periods  when  I’ve  been  without  one  I  felt  like 
a  bird  whose  wings  had  been  clipped 


The  thrill  that  fills  one’s  being  when  he  steps  out 
for  the  first  time  with  no  other  guide  than  his  depend¬ 
able  dog  can  best  be  expressed  as  release,  freedom 
and  the  open  road  to  mobility. 

Marjorie  Bennett  McCune 


BORN  TO  WORK 


Hello,  little  friends!  Let’s  get  acquainted.  My  name 
is  Toni  and  I’d  like  to  introduce  myself  to  you  as  a 
Seeing  Eye  dog.  You  probably  recognize  me  as  a  Ger¬ 
man  shepherd  and  I  wouldn’t  be  a  bit  surprised  to 
learn  that  many  of  you  have  big  dogs  like  me  in  your 
families. 

Not  all  Seeing  Eyes  are  German  shepherds.  There 
are  boxers,  Labrador  retrievers,  Norwegian  elk- 
hounds,  and  others.  There  are,  however,  more  Ger¬ 
man  shepherds  than  any  other  one  breed.  All  of  us 
are  doing  the  same  job,  serving  as  eyes  to  blind 
people  who  need  our  help  in  getting  about.  It’s  great 
to  be  one  of  three  thousand  dogs  with  this  special 
work  to  do. 

Of  course,  we  don’t  romp  through  the  woods  like 
other  dogs,  making  rabbits  hop  real  fast  and  chasing 
squirrels  up  trees.  But  we  don’t  mind.  We  find  our 
fun  in  leading  our  masters  through  busy  city  streets, 
dodging  people  as  we  go  and  making  our  way  amid  a 
maze  of  traffic. 

Would  you  like  me  to  tell  you  about  my  life  and  some 
of  the  interesting  things  that  my  mistress  and  I  have 
done  together? 

I  was  born  on  the  breeding  farm  of  the  Seeing  Eye 
at  Morristown,  New  Jersey.  There  were  lots  of  little 
fluffy,  roly-poly  puppies  for  me  to  play  with.  Some 
were  black  and  tan,  just  like  me.  Others  were  black 
and  silvery  gray,  some  were  brown  and  tan  and  there 
were  a  few  that  were  solid  black.  All  of  us  were  re¬ 
gular  little  pups  with  needle- sharp  teeth,  bright  eyes 
and  bushy  tails.  It  wasn’t  long  before  each  of  us  could 
hold  our  ears  straight  up  as  though  they  were  starched. 
I  can  remember  people  making  remarks  about  how 
big  our  feet  were.  But  we  didn’t  mind  ‘cause  we  knew 
that  one  day  we’d  be  big  dogs  and  would  have  need  of 
our  large  feet. 
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When  I  was  about  three  months  old  and  had  been 
given  all  my  shots  I  was  taken  away  from  the  kennels 
and  was  very  sad  to  leave  all  my  puppy  friends. 

FIRST  GRADE 

One  day,  a  very  nice  man  carried  me  to  the  home 
of  Jack  Blake.  The  man  was  from  the  Seeing  Eye  of 
Morristown,  and  Jack  was  an  eleven-year  old  boy  who 
was  a  member  of  the  4H  Club. 


“You’re  a  good  girl,”  Jack  said  as  he  held  me  close 
and  scratched  me  in  just  the  right  place  behind  my  ear, 
“We’re  going  to  be  pals  and  I’m  sure  glad  you  came  to 
stay  with  me  a  while,”  I  just  couldn’t  help  licking  Jack’s 
hand  and  waving  my  bushy  tail  ‘cause  he  made  me 
feel  so  welcome. 

The  nice  man  gave  Jack  some  instructions  as  to  how 
to  care  for  me  and  said  he  would  drop  by  once  in  a 
while  to  see  how  we  were  getting  along. 

I  liked  living  with  Jack.  He  fed  meat  the  same  time 
every  day  and  I  could  count  on  it.  There  were  no  in- 
between-meal  snacks  and  begging  didn’t  help  a  bit. 
When  Jack  was  eating  something  I  would  stare  at 
him  with  my  big,  liquid  brown  eyes  but  he  would  turn 
his  head  to  keep  from  seeing  me.  I  believe  he  really 
wanted  to  give  me  a  bite  but  didn’t  dare  for  fear  that 
nice  man  would  take  me  away  from  him.  Neither  one 
of  us  would  like  that. 


It  wasn’t  long  before  I  learned  that  polite  puppies 
lie  quietly  on  the  floor  while  their  masters  are  eating. 
Believe  me,  it’s  not  easy  when  everything  smells  so 
good  you  can  almost  taste  it.  This  was  one  of  my  first 
lessons  in  obedience,  and  I’ve  had  many. 

Jack  allowed  me  to  sleep  in  his  room  beside  his 
bed.  How  pleasant  this  was  when  it  was  stormy  and 
cold  outside.  We  grew  to  be  such  good  pals  and  I 
wanted  to  go  everywhere  Jack  went.  But  they  wouldn’t 
allow  me  to  attend  school.  So  each  day  at  three 
o’clock  I  would  go  to  the  front  door.  There  I  would  sit 
and  wait  for  him.  I  could  hear  his  footsteps  long  be¬ 
fore  he  reached  the  house  and  was  ready  to  greet  him 
the  very  minute  he  opened  the  door. 

Sometimes  we’d  go  for  a  ride  in  the  car  with  Jack’s 
parents.  It  was  strictly  against  all  rules  for  me  to  sit 
on  the  seat  or  to  hang  my  head  out  the  car  window  as 
dogs  often  do.  This  was  considered  bad  manners  for  a 
pup  who  would  one  day  be  a  Seeing  Eye  dog.  Of  course, 
you  can’t  see  anything  lying  on  the  floor  of  a  car.  But 
if  you  know  you’re  pleasing  your  master,  nothing  else 
matters.  When  you  get  used  to  it,  it’s  just  as  easy  to 
obey  a  comand  as  to  disobey.  My  days  with  Jack  were 
happy  because  I  tried  to  do  what  he  asked  me  to  do  and 
he  was  very  good  to  me. 

One  day,  when  Jack  was  in  school  and  I  was  about 
14  months  of  age,  the  nice  man  from  Seeing  Eye  came 
and  took  me  away  from  my  boy  master.  This  made 
me  very,  very  sad  ‘cause  I  knew  I’d  miss  Jack.  Al¬ 
though  I  never  saw  him  again,  I’m  sure  Jack  missed 
me,  too.  When  a  boy  and  a  dog  are  real  pals  they  can’t 
part  without  feeling  a  little  unhappy  about  it.  However, 
we  both  knew  that  I  had  a  big  job  to  train  for  and  it’s 
my  guess  that  Jack  was  proud  to  have  had  a  part  in 
making  me  the  important  dog  that  I  am  by  helping  to 
get  me  started  in  the  proper  way.  I  think  he  should  be 
called  my  first  grade  teacher. 
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MY  PROMOTION 


My  next  master  was  a  man.  He  was  my  trainer.  It 
was  his  job  to  teach  me  all  I  had  to  learn  for  the  im¬ 
portant  task  of  guiding  someone  who  couldn’t  see. 

He  began  by  giving  me  instructions  in  obedience.  I 

has  to  learn  to  obey  such  commands  as,  “Come,5 
“Sit,”  “Down”  and  “Fetch.”  Sometimes  I  felt  real 
playful  and  when  he’d  throw  a  glove,  commanding  me 
to  fetch,  I’d  grab  it  and  try  to  run.  That  trainer  soon 
made  me  understand  that  this  wasn’t  play  but  serious 
business.  He  was  kind  to  me  but  didn’t  let  me  get  away 
with  anything. 

Another  thing  I  learned  in  my  early  days  of  training 
was  “heel.”  This  meant  I  walked  right  beside  my 
master  without  pulling  forward  or  lagging  behind. 
This,  like  all  my  other  training,  required  a  lot  of 
self-control. 


As  the  days  went  on  I  improved  in  my  work  and  it 
made  me  so  happy  to  hear  my  trainer  say,  “Atta  good 
girl!”  I  let  him  know  it  by  wagging  my  big,  bushy  tail 
and  looking  at  him  with  smiling  eyes.  Before  long  I 
began  to  enjoy  my  disciplined  life  and  wouldn’t  have 
changed  places  with  any  other  pup  in  the  world. 

I’ll  never  forget  the  day  the  trainer  put  the  big 
leather  harness  on  me  for  the  first  time.  It  felt  heavy 
and  strange  and  I  wasn’t  sure  I  liked  the  stiff  belt  a- 
round  my  tummy  and  the  U-shaped  harness  over  my 
back.  But,  like  everything  else,  I  soon  got  used  to 


this,  too.  Now  I  jump  for  joy  at  the  very"sight  of  my 
harness,  for  that  means  work,  and  I  love  to  work. 
The  harness  isn’t  a  bit  heavy  anymore.  In  fact,  it’s 
like  a  telephone  wire  connecting  my  mistress  and  me. 

I  know  when  she’s  happy  or  scared  or  uncertain  as  to 
where  she  is  and  where  she  wants  to  go.  From  me  she 
immediately  receives  a  message  to  stop  when  I  halt 
abruptly  to  let  a  car  pass  before  crossing  a  busy 
street. 

But  I  was  telling  you  about  my  early  days  of  train¬ 
ing,  so  let’s  go  back  to  Seeing  Eye  headquarters  where 
I  met  my  mistress. 

It  took  three  months  for  me  to  learn  all  I  had  to 
know  before  I  could  graduate  as  a  safe,  dependable 
dog  guide.  Day  after  day  I  walked  the  streets  of 
Morristown  with  my  trainer.  He  taught  me  to  follow 
the  simple  commands  of:  "forward,”  “right”  and 
“left.”  I  also  had  to  acquire  the  habit  of  stopping  at 
up  and  down  curbs  when  crossing  streets.  Because  it 
is  very  important  to  a  blind  person  to  know  when  he 
reaches  a  flight  of  steps,  my  trainer  gave  me  instruc¬ 
tion  in  halting  at  steps,  both  up  and  down.  We  got  our 
practice  by  going  through  a  railroad  station  in  Mor¬ 
ristown  where  there  were  lots  of  stairs.  We  walked 
along  the  platform,  too,  from  one  end  to  the  other  and 
were  taught  to  keep  a  safe  distance  from  the  edge. 

When  it  came  to  crossing  streets,  we  weren’t  al¬ 
lowed  to  jaywalk.  We  were  taught  to  go  from  corner 
to  corner  in  a  straight  path. 

I  suppose  your’ re  wondering  how  we  know  when  the 
light  is  green.  Well,  we  don’t.  We  dogs  are  color  blind 
and  never  could  tell  if  the  light  were  green,  red  or 
yellow.  What  we  do  is  watch  the  traffic  and  when 
our  master  thinks  it  is  safe  to  cross  he  gives  the 
command,  “forward,”  and  we  go.  That  is,  if  it’s  safe 
to  do  so.  Sometimes  there  is  a  car  making  a  turn  which 
our  blind  master  doesn’t  hear.  It  would  be  bad  to  step 
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out  in  front  of  a  moving  car  so  we  wait  until  it 
passes.  This  is-  one  of  the  few  times  we  disobey  our 
master’s  command. 

When  my  training  was  complete  and  I  proved  to  the 
man  who  had  worked  with  me  for  three  months  that 
I  knew  what  I  was  doing,  I  was  ready  for  the  next  big 
experience  in  store  for  me. 

A  NEW  MISTRESS 

One  Sunday  afternoon  we  pups  were  playing  around 
in  the  kennels  when  the  trainer  came  in  and  snapped 
the  leash  on  my  slip  collar  chain. 

“You’re  going  to  meet  your  new  mistress,”  he  said, 
as  he  heeled  me  to  the  big  building  where  sixteen 
students  had  come  to  train  with  new  dog  guides.  Natu- 
arally,  I  was  excited,  for  I  didn’t  know  what  to  expect. 
There,  in  the  recreation  room  was  a  strange  lady.  I’d 
never  seen  her  before.  The  trainer  left  me  with  her 
and  went  away.  Then,  she  called  me  to  her  and  gave 
me  a  gentle  pat  and,  in  a  very  soft  voice,  said,  “You’re 
a  good  girl,  Toni,  and  you’re  going  to  be  my  pup.” 
She  then  lejd  me  to  her  room  and  spent  the  rest  of  the 
afternoon  trying  to  make  friends  with  me. 

To  be  truthful,  my  new  mistress  was  happier  that 
day  to  see  me  than  I  was  to  see  her.  All  the  while  she 
was  petting  me  my  mind  was  on  that  trainer  who  had 
been  my  master  for  three  months.  I  wasn’t  sure  I 
wanted  to  change  him  for  a  lady.  I’d  always  been  a 
man’s  dog  ^ever  since  my  days  with  Jack  and  now, 
here  I  was  with  a  lady  for  a  mistress.  I’ll  have  to 
admit,  I  gave  her  a  rather  hard  time,  for  I  cried  all 
night  and  she  got  very  little  sleep. 

I  wasn’t  the  only  one  with  problems.  My  lady  had 
to  get  used  to  me,  too,  for  «she  had  been  guided  by 
three  other  dogs  before  I  came  into  the  picture.  We 
dogs  are  all  different,  you  know,  just  like  people. 

The  first  few  days  were  the  hardest.  Every  time  I 
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saw  my  trainer  I  was  ready  to  leave  my  lady  and  try 
to  run  to  greet  him.  I  would  wag  my  tail  whenever  I 
heard  his  footsteps  coming  down  the  hall  or  the  sound 
of  his  voice.  At  least  I  got  to  see  him  every  day  as  he 
worked  with  my  mistress  and  me  in  our  training  to¬ 
gether. 

When  I  found  there  was  no  use  trying,  I  gave  up  the 
idea  of  returning  to  the  trainer  as  my  master  and  set¬ 
tled  down  in  the  routine  laid  out  for  me.  From  the  very 
moment  we  met  my  new  mistress  and  I  were  never  sep¬ 
arated.  She  held  to  my  leash  wherever  we  went.  When 
she  went  to  take  her  shower  she  took  me  with  her  and 
fastened  the  leash  to  a  pipe  or  spigot  in  the  bathroom. 
Back  in  the  bedroom  she  fastened  me  to  her  bed  when 
she  was  not  holding  the  leash  in  her  hand.  A  chain  on 
the  leg  of  the  bed  gave  me  enough  room  so  that  I  could 
stretch  out  on  the  floor  beside  her  for  the  night.  It  soon 
became  such  a  habit  that  now,  the  floor  beside  the  bed 
of  my  mistress  seems  the  only  proper  place  for  a  dog 
to  sleep. 

There’s  a  big  dining  room  at  the  Seeing  Eye  and  all 
the  students  and  their  dogs  gather  there  at  mealtime. 
We  dogs  are  expected  to  lie  quietly  under  the  table 
while  our  masters  eat.  It  took  a  bit  of  doing  for  eight 
dogs  and  sixteen  feet  to  find  space  under  the  long  table, 
but  we  made  it.  Once  down  we  learned  to  stay  until  the 
meal  was  over.  Getting  up  was  almost  impossible  since 
there  was  always  a  firm  foot  on  the  leash.  As  we 
worked  together  we  pups  soon  learned  that  obedience 
was  the  order  of  the  day. 

Things  began  to  seem  more  natural  when,  on  Mon¬ 
day,  we  again  wore  the  familiar  harness.  With  our  new 
masters  we  went  to  Morristown  and  began  to  travel 
the  same  routes  we  had  walked  with  our  man  trainer. 
Every  day  for  almost  four  weeks  I  made  two  trips  a 
day  to  town  with  my  lady.  The  trips  grew  harder  and 
harder  until  we  were  finally  able  to  master  them  all 
and  felt  quite  at  ease  with  one  another. 
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ANOTHER  HOME 


“Let’s  go,”  said  the  trainer,  as  he  picked  up  the 
big  suitcase  my  mistress  had  brought  and  loaded  it 
into  the  station  wagon.  This  was  a  great  day  for  both 
of  us.  We  were  leaving  the  Seeing  Eye,  our  trainer 
and  everything  that  was  familiar  to  me.  Before  the 
day  ended  I  would  be  in  another  new  home,  the  home  of 
my  mistress. 

The  trainer  took  us  to  the  airport.  He  gave  me  a 
fond  pat  and  shook  my  lady’s  hand  as  he  said,  “Good 
luck  to  both  of  you.”  As  we  boarded  the  huge  plane  we 
were  on  our  own.  I  felt  so  proud  leading  my  mistress 
up  the  steps  and  into  the  cabin  of  the  big  plane.  The 
ease  with  which  she  followed  me  all  the  way  down  the 
aisle  to  the  front  seat  made  me  feel  that  she  was  proud, 
too. 

Since  this  was  my  first  flight  I  was  scared  when 
all  those  motors  rumbled  and  roared.  Being  uncertain 
as  to  what  it  was  all  about,  I  trembled  a  little.  How¬ 
ever,  when  my  lady  put  a  gentle,  comforting  hand  on 
my  head  and  said  in  a  soft  voice,  “Toni’s  a  good  girl,” 
I  knew  all  was  well.  I  could  then  relax  for  the  rest  of 
our  journey. 

At  last  I  was  home,  It  was  my  home  now.  Never 
again  would  I  have  to  give  my  mistress  up  for  another. 
I  finally  had  one  of  my  very  own  to  whom  I  could  give 
devotion  the  rest  of  my  life. 

Although  I  had  learned  my  lessons  well  at  Seeing 
Eye  and  could  follow  commands  as  they  were  given 
by  my  mistress,  I  had  much  to  learn  in  my  new  home 
town.  Everything  was  so  new  to  me.  Since  my  mistress 
knew  her  way  around  we  didn’t  have  any  trouble  get¬ 
ting  where  she  wanted  to  go.  After  all,  we  Seeing  Eye 
dogs  are  not  mind  readers  but  must  listen  and  follow 
commands  if  we  are  to  guide  our  blind  masters  to 
their  work,  their  homes  or  the  stores  uptown.  It’s 
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not  true  that  someone  can  say,  “Post  Office,"  and 
we’ll  lead  him  to  the  post  office.  The  master  must 
know  where  the  post  office  is  and,  by  telling  us 
“forward,”  “right,”  or  “left,”  we’ll  get  him  there. 

Once  settled  in  my  home  surroundings  I  started  do¬ 
ing  things  I  had  never  done  before.  Each  day  brought 
a  new  experience.  It’s  my  guess  that  the  kind  of  life 
a  Seeing  Eye  dog  leads  depends  on  who  his  master  is 
and  what  he  does.  I  happen  to  be  linked  to  a  mistress 
who  likes  to  go  places  and  do  things.  As  a  result,  I’ve 
gone  places  where  dogs  don’t  usually  go.. 

Shortly  after  my  homecoming  I  found  myself  in  the 
junior  department  of  the  Sunday  School.  My  lady  had 


prepared  the  boys  and  girls  for  my  appearance  and 
they  didn’t  try  to  pet  me  or  distract  me  while  I  was 
working.  They  gave  me  time  to  get  used  to  being  with 
them  and  it  wasn’t  long  before  I  felt  quite  at  home 
lying  at  my  mistress’s  feet  while  she  talked  to  the 
children. 

Going  in  the  choir  loft  was  another  first  for  me.  How¬ 
ever,  since  I  started  attending  concerts  at  an  early  age 
I  became  used  to  listening  to  music  and  learned  to  lie 
quietly  on  the  floor  between  the  benches  when  the 
choir  stood  to  sing.  Of  course,  the  high  notes  some¬ 
times  cause  me  to  wiggle  my  ears  a  bit  but  no  one  in 
the  congregation  can  see  me. 

Sometimes  my  mistress  is  invited  to  speak  to  clubs, 
boys  and  girls  in  school  assemblies  and  other  groups. 
I  didn’t  like  the  loud  clapping  at  first  but  found  that 
this  was  just  another  thing  I  had  to  get  used  to. 

After  a  day’s  work  I  never  know  where  we’ll  be 
spending  the  evening  but  this  I  know:  If  my  mistress 
goes,  I  want  to  go,  too. 


OFF  TO  WORK  WE  GO 


Seeing  Eye  dogs  assist  their  masters  in  doing  all 
kinds  of  work.  Some  help  traveling  salesmen  to  get 
about  by  taking  them  from  city  to  city.  If  they  don’t 
travel  by  private  car  they  ride  the  bus,  train  or  plane. 
Men  and  women  who  work  in  shops,  piano  tuners  and 
storekeepers  have  guide  dogs  take  them  to  their  work 
each  day.  There  are  also  teachers,  lawyers  and  busi¬ 
nessmen  who  depend  upon  their  four-legged  guides. 

My  mistress  is  a  social  worker.  Being  an  assistant 
in  this  field  is  one  of  the  most  interesting  jobs  a  dog 
can  have.  No  two  days  are  alike.  One  day  we  may  be 
out  visiting  people  and  it’s  my  job  to  lead  my  mistress 
up  and  down  steep  hills  where  there  are  rocks,  roots 
and  branches  of  trees  to  dodge.  I  have  been  trained  to 
stop  for  overhanging  obstacles. 

Once  in  while  we  have  to  visit  folks  way  back  in  the 
mountains.  This  is  fun ‘cause  I  get  to  lead  my  mistress 
up  a  steep  path,  through  the  woods  to  the  cabin  where 
the  people  live.  It’s  not  as  easy  going  down  the  path, 
especially  if  it’s  icy  or  muddy.  There  have  been  times 
when  we’ve  had  a  stream  to  cross  and  our  only  bridge 
was  a  narrow  foot  log. 

There  have  been  times,  on  some  of  our  visits,  when 
three  or  four  barking  dogs  have  rushed  toward  us  as  if 
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to  start  a  fight.  We’ve  never  had  a  bit  of  trouble,  how¬ 
ever,  because  I  pay  no  attention  to  them  but  just  go  on 
about  my  business  as  if  they  weren’t  there. 

Another  day  we’ll  be  going  down  the  long  corridors 
in  a  hospital  where  there  are  all  kinds  of  carts  in  the 
path.  We  always  manage  to  get  around  them  without 
a  single  mishap.  The  food  cart  is  a  little  tempting 
at  times,  but  I  walk  right  on  by. 

Occasionally  my  mistress  works  with  groups  of 
people,  teaching  them  crafts  or  leading  them  in  re¬ 
creation.  I  don’t  have  too  much  to  do  at  these  affairs 
but  am  on  hand  if  needed. 

In  the  office  4  find  my  corner  where  I  lie  quietly 
while  my  mistress  does  her  paper  work  or  talks  with 
people  who  come  to  see  her.  Some  smile  at  me  as 
they  see  me  all  curled  up  with  my  chin  on  the  floor, 
as  close  to  my  mistress  as  I  can  get.  Others  look 
real  scared  and  start  to  move  away  until  they  are  told 
that  I’m  gentle  and  harmless.  Most  children  want  to 
touch  me.  They  seem  to  know  that  I  wouldn’t  hurt  them. 
My  mistress  puts  the  little  hand onmy head  and  intro¬ 
duces  me  to  the  child  and  the  child  to  me. 

Another  thing  the  job  requires  of  us  is  to  attend 
meetings  in  other  cities.  We  stay  in  hotels  and,  al¬ 
though  I  don’t  have  my  mattress  with  me,  I  sleep  well 
on  the  soft  rug  beside  the  bed  of  my  mistress.  I  take 
her  to  the  meeting,  out  to  meals  and  always  get  her 
back  to  the  correct  room. 

I  remember  the  time  we  were  assigned  to  room  1040 
in  a  certain  hotel.  After  going  by  the  desk  to  pick  up 
the  key  we  went  straight  to  the  room.  My  mistress  tried 
and  tried  but  couldn’t  get  the  door  open.  Finally  she 
said,  “We  must  be  at  the  wrong  door,  Toni.”  A  bellhop 
standing  by  heard  her  and  asked,  “What  room  are  you 
looking  for?”  “Ten  forty,”  my  mistress  replied. 

“This  is  it,”  he  said.  “Let  me  see  the  key.”  He 
looked  at  it  and  announced,  “This  is  the  key  for  940. 
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I’ll  take  it  down  and  change  it,” 

The  next  time  we  stopped  at  the  desk  to  pick  up  the 
key  the  clerk  smiled  as  he  said,  “I understand  that  dog 
can  read  numbers  better  than  I  can.” 

ALERT  TO  DANGER 

The  safety  of  my  mistress  has  always  been  my  chief 
concern.  This  is  why,  on  a  few  occasions,  I  refused  to 
go  forward  when  she  gave  the  command. 

One  day  we  were  walking  down  the  street  and,  when 
we  reached  the  curb,  it  was  quite  natural  for  mistress 
to  give  the  command,  “Forward.”  I  stood  perfectly 
still.  Again  she  said,  “Toni,  forward!”  I  stiffened  my 
body  to  let  her  know  I  had  no  intention  of  stepping  off 
the  curb.  Just  at  that  moment  a  man  came  up  behind  us 
and  grabbed  my  lady  by  the  arm. 

“Don’t  go!”  he  exclaimed.  “There’s  an  open  manhole 
in  front  of  you!”  I  don’t  know  why  he  was  so  worried. 
He  should  have  known  that  I  wouldn’t  lead  her  into  that 
big  hole. 

Another  time  we  were  on  the  twelfth  floor  of  an 
office  building.  My  mistress  directed  me  toward  the 
elevator  so  that  she  might  push  the  button  to  go  down. 
My  eyes  could  see  that  the  door  was  open  but  the 
elevator  was  not  there.  I  sensed  the  danger ^and  threw 
myself  in  front  of  her  to  keep  her  from  going  any  fur¬ 
ther.  Soon  several  people  gathered  and  I  could  hear 
them  talking  about  trouble  in  the  elevator  shaft. 
Everyone  seemed  amazed  that  I  had  kept  my  lady  from 
going  toward  the  open  door.  After  all,  isn’t  it  part  of 
my  job  to  protect  her  from  danger? 

One  Sunday  morning  we  were  walking  to  church. 
About  halfway  down  the  block  I  stopped.  My  mistress 
knew  there  was  a  good  reason  for  my  refusing  to  go 
and  gave  free  rein.  The  only  solution  I  knew  was  to 
take  her  straight  back  home.  So  I  did  just  that.  She 
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learned  that  a  main  water  line  had  broken  and  a  wide 
ditch  had  been  dug  across  the  full  width  of  the  street 
I  had  no  other  choice  than  to  take  my  mistress  back 
home. 

We  were  in  New  York  City  one  cold,  windy  day 
making  our  way  toward  Pennsylvania  Station  where 
we  were  to  catch  a  train.  An  abrupt  halt  to  a  rather 
brisk  walk  proved  to  my  mistress  that  something  was 
in  our  way.  She  felt  with  her  foot  and  there  was  no¬ 
thing  that  she  could  find.  Then  she  reached  her  right 
hand  out  and,  about  even  with  her  waist  was  a  thick 
rope*  I  could  have  gone  under  it  without  any  difficulty. 
However,  I  knew  it  would  give  my  lady  some  trouble. 
We  left  the  sidewalk  and  walked  in  the  street  until  we 
passed  the  obstacle.  Then,  back  on  the  sidewalk  again 
we  continued  toward  the  station  .  Bits  of  conversation 
picked  up  from  passersby  led  us  to  believe  that  a 

plateglass  window  had  broken  scattering  glass  all 
over  the  sidewalk.  This  was  the  reason  for  the  rope. 

Considering  the  many  miles  I’ve  guided  my  mis¬ 
tress  during  the  past  seven  years,  I  guess  you’d  say 
I  have  a  good  safety  record. 

MANY  MORE  LIKE  ME 

I’ve  told  you  my  tale  so  that  you  might  know  a 
little  more  about  what  Seeing  Eye  dogs  are  and  what 
they  do.  There  are  many  more  just  like  me  all  around 
the  country.  Their  tales  would  probably  be  much  like 
mine.  But  I’m  glad  you’ve  let  me  tell  you  a  little  of 
my  life  story.  There  are  many  things  I  haven’t  told 
you  and  as  long  as  my  mistress  and  I  are  together 
we  will  continue  to  have  new  experiences. 

Being  a  dog  is  great.  But,  being  a  Seeing  Eye  dog  is 
a  real  privilege.  Through  the  years  of  training  and  ex¬ 
perience  I  have  learned  a  lot  about  obedience,  patience, 
loyalty  and  devotion.  Without  these  I  could  not  serve 
my  mistress. 


31 


HV1709  McCune,  Marjorie  Bennett. 
M139  Toni's  tale. 


V 


DATE  DUE 


a 


l/i£R;CAN  FOUNDATION  FOR  THE  BUND, 


15  WEST  16th  STREET 
NEW  YORK,  N.  Y.  10011 


DEMCO 


